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Irish stories, can only be found on the second-
hand bookstalls. The ways of publishers are
mysterious. You are more lucky in America.
I saw both novels in a book list in The Pilot
the other day. But why do you miscall Far-
dorougha, "Farah"?

There was a great autograph sale at Soth-
eby's last week. Letters of Sheridan 's,Burke's,
Goldsmith's, BeaconsfiekTs, Shelley's, Lamb's
and Blake's were put to the hammer. One
heard the market value of many a great name.
The old man at the high desk has seen the rise
and fall of many reputations. His little
wooden hammer has registered the degrees of
many a decadence. When he was young,
Bulwer Lytton must have been at his zenith,
his name in all men's mouths, but

The secret worm ne'er ceases,
Nor the mouse behind the wall.

The other day his black hammer knocked
down an unpublished history of the Lytton
family, thirty-one pages long, written by the
late Lord Lytton himself, for no more than
three pounds, ten shillings, not half what a
single letter of Blake's fetched; yet Blake,
when he was alive, had no fame at all, and
lived constantly close down to the zero, star-
vation. He and his wife had for some time no
more than ten shillings a week between them.